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POST-WAR BRITAIN
CHAPTER XLII
REVOLUTION AND THE "DOLE"
JNOVEMBER ii, 1918, at eleven o'clock in the morning.,
a grey but clear day. Maroons banged to announce the war
was over. In a few minutes the streets were full of shouting
people. Public houses were broken into, and drunk dry of
their small stocks of beer. Buses, taxis, even the official motor-
cars were seized and forced to career round the streets, packed
with shouting and singing people, waving flags, kissing
strangers, laughing and crying, drunk not with drink but with
relief and thankfulness. No work was done that day: rejoicing
went on far into the night.
By that part of the nation which was in arms in France or
elsewhere the news was received at first more phlegmatically:
"At ajDout 10.45 a-m- we were in action against the Germans,
east of Mons, and one of our troops had just charged some
German machine-guns. A private soldier came galloping
towards us; he was much excited, had lost his cap and could
not stop his horse. As he passed he shouted: 'The war's over!
The war's over!* We thought, undoubtedly, the poor fellow
was suffering from shell-shock. Soon after an official message
came. . . . Out came the inevitable cigarette, but there was
no cheering, or wild exuberance of feelings." So run some
reminiscences in the Army Quarterly quoted by Guy Chapman
in his Vain Glory, he adds his own recollection: "We took over
our billets and listlessly devoured a meal. In an effort to cure
our apathy, the little American doctor from Vermont who had
joined us a fortnight earlier broke his invincible teetotalism,
drank half a bottle of whisky and danced a cachuca. We looked
at his antics with dull eyes and at last put him to bed."
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